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Willowdale, Ontario, June 19110 


Alex and Geddy had not been able to spend as much time together as they would have liked. They'd been as 
close as could be since junior high, but now the vagaries of fate and of the Toronto public school system had 
separated the inseparable -- they had been sent to different high schools this year, and it hadn't gone well. 


For Alex, the main fallout was a sharp increase in boredom and loneliness, along with an increased realization of 
how much Geddy meant to him. He missed having his best friend within note-passing distance. He had made a 
few new acquaintances here and there (even a few girls), but he didn't feel like any of them really _got_ him 
like Dirk did. He missed whispering jokes to him during class and the way he would turn eight shades of purple 
trying not to laugh and get them both in trouble. He missed messing around on acoustic guitars at lunchtime 
with him. He missed ditching gym class with him to go smoke cigarettes behind the school. He missed watching 
him chew his bottom lip in math class, lost in thought, and he missed seeing him sink down in his seat and try 
to become invisible when he hadn't done his homework. Hell, he missed him, period. He still saw him almost 
every day after school, but it was just different somehow. He hated the feeling that he and Geddy had 
different lives for eight hours a day. 


Geddy was having problems of his own. His mother's store wasn't doing all that well, and his family had moved 
into a smaller, cheaper house that was just over the line dividing the school districts, which meant he had 
ended up going to the "jock" high school of Willowdale. He did not fit in there at all. Forget about getting good 
grades or making friends, he just worried about getting through the day in one piece. His mom didn't get it, 
either. His younger brother went to the same school and didn't get his ass kicked on a weekly basis, she didn't 
understand why he was having problems. It wasn't like she had the energy to deal with it, anyway, and he 


couldn't blame her. 


None of that mattered right now, though. Class had been dismissed on the final day of school about an hour 
ago, and the two friends had made plans to hang out all day -- maybe go to the beach, jam for a while, listen 
to records, whatever. They were going to sleep over at Alex's house that night. Normally they would have 
band practice, but their drummer, John Rutsey, begged off, saying that he had to go visit his grandmother 
for her birthday. Alex and Geddy were secretly thrilled, relishing both the break from practice and the chance 


to spend some one-on-one time together for the first time in what seemed like forever. 


Alex sat on his front porch in the early summer heat, knee jiggling with the excess energy of impatience as he 
looked down the street. His mom and dad were both at work, and would even be going out to dinner that 
evening -- he and Ged would have the whole house to themselves, and he was eager to get the hijinks 
underway. His heart gave an excited little jump when he saw the city bus squeak to a stop down at the corner 
and a familiar figure get off, lugging a duffel bag in one hand and his bass in the other. His beaming smile 
started to fade, though, as his friend came closer and he could see that he was limping painfully. The smile 
disappeared altogether, replaced by a worried frown, when he saw the fresh bruise blooming along his right 
cheekbone. 


"Ged?" He stood up and hurried down the front steps. "Ged? What happened?" Geddy blushed, casting his eyes 

downward with a sheepish expression "Uh, you know, the usual," he mumbled. Alex brought his hand to Geddy's 
face and lifted his chin. He gently brushed his fingertips over the bruise, growling when the soft touch caused 
his friend to wince with pain. "Those assholes at school again?" Geddy nodded wordlessly, as Alex pivoted on his 


heel and stalked into the house. 


Geddy followed fretfully behind. He was filled with a churning mix of emotions that were causing his stomach 
to flip-flop and sweat to break out on the back of his neck. For one thing, he hated that his inability to get 
along with people and to make friends caused Alex emotional pain For another, he was embarrassed that he 
wasn't able to take care of things himself, wasn't big enough or aggressive enough to make the bullies leave 
him alone without his best friend there to protect him. Mostly, though, he was lovesick and dizzy from the 
feeling of Alex's fingertips brushing his face, and disgusted with himself over that elation. He'd been fighting a 
losing battle with these feelings for months now. No matter how hard he tried to push the feelings down, he 
still woke up sticky and breathless from erotic dreams of his closest friend night after night, and in idle 
moments he found his thoughts drifting to fantasies of the two of them together that made his cheeks burn 


with shame. He followed Alex upstairs to his bedroom. 


Alex flopped down on the bed His eyes were bright with indignation on behalf of his friend. "Jesus Christ, Geel 
Who was it this time?" 


"Fuckin' Brad again. He didn't punch me this time, though. He kicked my knee out from behind and | lost my 
balance and hit my face on my locker." With just the slightest hesitation, he set his bag and bass down and 
perched on the edge of the bed next to Alex. 


"That goddamn prick," Alex snarled. Brad White, hockey star extraordinaire, had been the bane of Geddy's 
existence in junior high, and of course Geddy had the bad luck to be sent to the same high school where Brad 
reigned as king. The whole thing made Alex feel sick. He desperately wished he could go to school with Ged, to 
protect him. He knew that the smaller boy chafed a bit at the idea that he needed taking care of, but the 
truth of the matter was that Alex loved looking out for him. He didn't feel like he was the smartest guy in 
town, or the best-looking one, or the best at anything, really, but being with Geddy made him feel like the best 
—Alex_ he could possibly be. He shook his head. "Do you want me to have a ‘talk’ with him? He's a meatball, 
but | think | could kick his ass if | surprised him." 


"No! God, no! It won't do any good, and you'll just get yourself into trouble." 
"Well, we've got to do something about it, it can't go on like this for all of next year." 


Despite himself, Geddy's heart gave a little flutter at Alex's use of _we_. He took a deep breath. He hadn't told 


anyone about his secret plans. "I -am_ going to do something about it. Im not going back next year: 
Alex looked confused. "What? Are you transferring to Jackson with me?" He bounced on the bed excitedly. 
"No, l'm just. not going back. Im dropping out 

"Ged, nol What? Nol You can't drop out! You only have a year to gol" 


Geddy shrugged. "I'm not learning anything there.. I'm always late, | skip every chance | get, what's the point?" 


"But Ged! What did your mom say when you told her?" 
"| haven't told her yet" 


"She's gonna flip out!" 


"She's pretty much given up on me at this point anyway. She's pinned her hopes on Allen Maybe —he_ can be 


a doctor instead of a big disappointment like me." 


Alex knew that Geddy's dreams of being a musician were a point of serious contention with his family, and he 
was sorry he brought it up. Still though, dropping out! It wasn't like Alex hadn't thought of it from time to 
time, but he knew it would kill his parents if he did.. Like many kids of immigrants, he had been brought up to 
see getting an education as sacred. Geddy had too, which meant that that he had to be more miserable at 
Newtonbrook than Alex had even realized "There's got to be something else you can do. Maybe you could 


transfer to another school." 


Suddenly exasperated, Geddy's voice rose sharply. "What for, Alex? Nothing's going to be any different! I'd just 
be a short, ugly, weirdo freak with no friends at a _brand-new_ school, with —all new_ assholes waiting to 


smash my face in! What's the point?" 


Alex's heart broke a little. He hated it when Geddy put himself down like that. He thought his best friend was 
wonderful in every way, and he wished he could see it. Overflowing with tender feelings that he couldn't quite 
put a name to, he reached out and tucked a strand of Geddy's dark hair behind his ear, then looked into his 
eyes. "Don't talk that way about yourself, Ged. You're not any of those things. You're great." He leaned in and 
touched his forehead to Geday's. 


The two boys gazed at each other for a long, breathless moment. Heart pounding and mind swimming, Geddy 
closed his eyes and parted his lips, drawing closer to Alex's mouth. Alex did the same, and as the last 
millimeter of space between them closed, their lips brushed together with all of the weight of a feather. 


Alex's eyes flew open, and he jumped back. "Whoa!" he said, laughing a little hysterically. Geddy caught himself 
before he could fall forward and joined his friend in uncomfortable chuckling. Alex moved back a few inches on 


the bed. "Whew, what was that? Ha hal" 


"Ha hal" agreed Geddy, squeezing his legs together and hoping that Alex wouldn't notice the erection that had 
popped up as a result of their kiss. 


"Whew!" Alex said, again. "Wow, the excitement of summer break must have gone to my head! Yeah!" With an 
air of blustery nonchalance, he jumped up and opened the window, quick to turn away from Geddy so that he 


wouldn't catch a glimpse of his sudden arousal. "Its hot in here, isn't it?" 


Geddy could only nod, a fake grin plastered across his face. They sat there in silence for a moment, Alex 


staring out the window and Geddy studying Alex's Hendrix poster for the five-hundredth time. 


Alex spun around to face Geddy, snapping his fingers. "Hey, I've got an ideal Let's call some people, have them 


come over!" 
"Great idea, Lerxst!" 


The two boys tramped back downstairs. Alex grabbed the phone book and sat down next to the phone in the 
hallway, calling everyone he could think of, starting with any girl he might have been on speaking terms with. 
As luck would have it, though, everyone was either out or had plans, and after about an hour of frustrated 


dialing, he turned to Ged with a shrug. "Nobody's around! Can you think of anybody?" 
"No, | don't have any friends other than you, remember?" 


"Mmm... Well, uh, whaddaya wanna do now?" 


Geddy had never felt this uncomfortable with his friend, and it hurt. He thought for a moment, and 
remembered the three joints that his sister had scored from some kid in her Philosophy class and had in turn 


sold to him. He had them hidden in his bag. "Erm.. Wanna get high?" 


Alex brightened. He wasn't a pothead, exactly, but he did enjoy getting baked, and Geddy's sister had access to 
really good weed. "Sure! We should probably go upstairs, though.. If, uh, you don't mind and all.. | don't want it 


to smell like smoke down here when my folks get home. My mom has a nose like a bloodhound!" 

"Okay!" said Geddy, hopping to his feet from his spot on the floor. 

When they got up to the room, Alex rolled up a towel and stuck it under the door, lit a cone of sputtering nag 
champa incense, and put the box fan in the window. He turned to his record player and put on Disraeli Gears 
by Cream, then sat down on the bed. 

This time, the boys sat as far apart as they could. Geddy rummaged around in his bag for a few moments, 
then, with a sigh of relief, produced the Player's box in which he had hidden the three precious sticks. Pulling 
one out, he patted down his pockets, found his lighter, and lit it. He inhaled deeply then passed the joint to Alex. 
Soon, the discomfort between the two had drifted away like the smoke drifting around the room and out the 
open window. As the first joint led to the second, the two found themselves sprawled on the bed next to each 
other, looking up at the ceiling. It felt really good to lie together, relaxed. 


"Ged?" Alex asked, breaking a long silence. An idea had been building in his head, the kind of idea he usually 
pushed away, but the disinhibitory effects of the pot were nudging him to go forward rather than back. 


"Yeah?" 


"About earlier.. What happened." 


"Yeah?" Geddy tensed imperceptibly. 
"| think.. You know.. | think | know what the thing was." 


"Well, what the thing was?" Geddy said, giggling a little at the sentence. There was something wrong with it, but 


he wasn't quite sure what. 

"Well, uhhh... Well, you know, we don't have girlfriends." 

"Yos" 

"So, you know. Of course we're horny, Ged, we don't have girlfriends." 
‘No, we don't have any girlfriends." 

"So, you know, it makes sense.” 

"Yeah, it does." A long pause. "Wait, what does?" 


A grin broke out over Alex's face. "I forget.. Oh, yeah. It makes sense that | would want to make out with you, 


‘cause we're horny, ‘cause we don't have girlfriends." 

Now Geddy was grinning. He propped himself up on his elbow to look at Alex. "You wanna make out with _me_?" 
"Cause l'm horny, ‘cause | don't have a girlfriend” 

"Wow." Geddy flopped back onto his back. "You wanna make out with me right now?" 

"Kinda. It would be good practice, you know --" 


"For when we have girlfriends." 


"Yeah." They lay there for another minute. 

"Okay, go ‘head." 

"Kay" Slowly, Alex rolled over onto his side and flopped an arm over Geddy's chest. Still smiling, he lifted his 
hand and removed Geddy's glasses, setting them on the nightstand next to the bed. He ran his fingers through 
Geddy's hair, taking a moment to look at his face. "You really aren't ugly, y'know that?" 


Geddy blushed. "Shut up, | am." 


"No, no, really, you're a good-looking guy!" Geddy started to protest, but Alex's lips were brushing against his 


and suddenly whatever he had to say didn't seem very important. "| mean it, | like looking at you... Alex's voice 
had become lower, huskier somehow, and it sent shivers through Geddy's body. Their lips connected again, and 
this time their mouths opened, tongues lightly pressing together. Geddy moaned softly, and Alex felt himself 
stiffen at the sound. "I like looking at every part of you." He hadn't meant to let this last part slip out, but he 
was not feeling particularly in control of himself at the moment. He brought his hand from Geddy's hair and 
slowly drew it down his side, stopping at his hip. 


Geddy couldn't believe this was happening, that his secret fantasies were coming true. "Lerxst.. l.. Unh.." His 
thoughts had grown very fuzzy. He just knew that he didn't want to say the wrong thing and break whatever 
wonderful spell had been cast on his friend. "I. uh... | like looking at you, too." _Well, now or never,— he thought. 
Gathering his courage, he reached out and put his hand between Alex's legs, gasping at the size of the bulge 
he found there. 


"Oh, yeah, Ged, that's nice," breathed Alex. "Unzip my fly." As if in a trance, Geddy followed orders. "Mmmm. 
Now take it out." Geddy whimpered slightly. Alex matched his actions, and soon was holding Ged's throbbing, 


erect cock in his hand. "Have you ever had a hand job, Dirk?" 
"N-no.." 

"Can | give you one? And will you give me one, too?" 
"Yessss.." 


Alex didn't have much experience with sex, but he was a walking Kama Sutra compared to Geddy, who at the 
age of lb still felt guilty jerking off. He took the lead, slowly working his partially-closed fist from the base of 
Ged's erection to the head, squeezing and gently twisting as he slid up and down the long, tapering shaft. Geddy 
groaned and threw his head back. The obvious pleasure he was giving his partner made Alex ache. "Mmm... Ged.. 


Rub me, please.." 


Geddy was in such ecstasy that he had all but forgotten Alex's massive, uncircumcised dick twitching in his 
hand. Remembering with a start, he retracted the foreskin of his new lover and began to stroke his rock-hard 
penis. Despite his inexperience, the pressure and the friction worked their magic, and soon both young men 


were writhing together, breathing, harshly, as one. 


All pretense, all hesitation had fallen by the wayside. The record had long reached the end of the side and the 
speakers played only scratching sounds as the needle bumped up against the paper label, unheard over moans 
and grunts of building passion. Alex and Geddy kissed over and over again, hard and deep, fingertips of their 
free hands clawing at each other as they sought better leverage and closer contact. Just when he thought he 
could bear the tension no longer, Alex heard Geddy cry out sharply and dampness spattered his t-shirt 
covered stomach as the cock in his palm spasmed. His lover's orgasm was all the encouragement Alex needed 


to be pushed over the edge as well. He clutched Geddy tight to his body as he pulsed his release. 


A few moments later he came back to himself. He opened his eyes to see the shining eyes of his best friend 


gazing back at him. 

"Hey," said Geddy, in a breathy, dreamy voice that sent butterflies through Alex's stomach. 
"Hey," said Alex smiling back 

"That was some really good practice." 


"Yeah, but | think we could both do better. We'd better practice again later tonight." 


"You're right, practice makes perfect." 


There is a First Time for Everything 


Willowdale, Ontario, mid-July 1970 


Crickets sang in the humid July dusk as Alex and Geddy sat on the front porch of Alex's house. It was the 
middle of what was shaping up to be the best summer of their lives. The band could have had a few more 
gigs, sure, but the unexpectedness of the free time made the days feel deliciously infinite. Anyway, they finally 
had a manager (this kid named Ray), and he swore that he was going to be able to get them more bookings, 
probably once the school dance season started back up in the fall 


The two best friends had fallen into a steady, predictable, wonderful routine. They both were working this 
summer, Geddy at his mother's hardware store and Alex as a plumber's helper for his dad. As soon as they 
both got home from work, Alex, Geddy, and their drummer John would meet up at someone's house and jam 
for a few hours, and then the pair would hang out for the rest of the evening. They alternated where they 
ate, but most nights they slept at Alex's house. (Geddy's house was a bit crowded between him, his mother, 
his brother, his sister, and his grandmother; Alex's older sisters had moved out so it was just him and his 
parents.) 


The nights were the best. No one else knew, but at night the two young men transformed from best of 
friends into passionate lovers. They had been experimenting sexually with one another since the last day of 
school under the guise of "practicing" for —real— relationships (the kind with girls), though truth be told 
neither one seemed to be in a big hurry to actually find a girl to have a relationship with. 


People close to the pair sensed that something had intensified in their relationship, but it never really occurred 
to any of them that the two were more than friends. Homosexuality was just too far beyond the realm of 
everyday experience in the quiet suburb of Willowdale in the year ITIO. John teased them for their friendship, 
calling them "fags" and "fairies" and so forth, but he had always done that. Alex's mother had suggested that 
perhaps they were too old to be sleeping together in Alex's bed, but that had only resulted in their semi- 
permanent sleepover being moved to the finished basement, which was actually better for their explorations, 
since they didn't have squeaking bedsprings to worry about as they rolled around on the carpet-covered 


cement floor. 


They were both feeling antsy as it grew closer to bedtime. Geddy found himself counting down the minutes 
once dinner had ended, waiting for the time when he and Alex could finally be alone in the dark. He had to hold 
himself back constantly; he so badly wanted to touch his secret love, to kiss him in the middle of band 
practice or to hold his hand (or some other body part) under the dinner table. He felt like he was glowing from 
the inside, and he knew that his feelings for Alex went beyond just the physical pleasure the beautiful blond 
boy gave him; he knew he was in love. He kept that part to himself, though. He was happier than he had ever 


been, and he didn't want to screw it up. 


It had been a particularly lazy end to a sticky day. The streetlights came on as the boys lounged on their 
backs on the porch, smoking cigarettes and languidly discussing various topics ranging from their favorite Who 


tracks to Geddy's upcoming birthday and what they should do for it. Neither saw the girl walking down the 
street with her dog, and they started a bit when she spoke. 


"Hey, Alex. Whatcha doin'?" She was short and slender, with dark, curly hair, and she wore a tiny pair of cutoff 
jeans and a halter top. A small, fuzzy mutt pulled on its leash and yipped. 


Alex struggled to a standing position and walked down the three porch steps to the sidewalk. "Oh, hey, Char. Do 


you know my friend, Geddy?" Geddy stood, too, and eyed the girl warily, joining Alex on the grass in front of 
the house. 


"No, we haven't met." 


"Charlene, this is Ged, he's like my best buddy in the world. Ged, Charlene goes to Jackson. She's gonna be in 
grade Il in the fall." 


Geddy mumbled something in response and looked down at his feet. He was incredibly shy around girls, and he 


resented the intrusion into his time with Alex. 


Charlene gave Geddy a dismissive look and turned her attention back to Alex. "You ready to go back to school 
yet?" 


"No! Thank god we still have another month and a half, huh?" 
"Yeah, tell me about it! So what have you been doing with yourself? Nobody's seen you around in forever!" 
"Oh, well, me and Ged and John -- you know John, right? -- we have a band, and we've been practicing a lot." 


"Ooh, you're in a _band_? How exciting! | bet you're the singer!" She crossed one ankle behind the other and 
put her hands behind her back, thrusting her small breasts outward and upward. 


Alex felt a little flustered "Well, no, actually, Ged is, and he can really waill He sounds just like Robert Plant! 


You should come see us, shouldn't she, Ged?" 


Geddy grunted again. He had sat down on the lawn, and was petting the dog behind the ears. He wished that the 
girl would just get going already. He liked her dog, though. He ignored their small talk and tried to teach the dog 
a trick, hoping that Alex would get the hint and send her on on her way. 


Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the girl and Alex stopped talking. "C'mon Buster, we've gotta get 
home. Mom's gonna be pissed. She'll think some mad sex fiend got us." She winked, then yanked on the leash and 
started to walk away from the house. When she'd gotten a few paces away, she turned and waved flirtatiously 


over her shoulder. "See you around, Alex." 


"Yeah, see you around, Char!" Alex called after her, a silly look on his face. 


Geddy felt jealousy twist through his stomach like a bad knish. Not really waiting until the girl was out of 


earshot, he rolled his eyes, and in a squeaky voice said "Ooh, Alex, see you around, you big strong man!" 
"Shut up, Ged!" said Alex, his cheeks burning. 
‘Ooh, you're in a band! You're so interesting!! Ooh, Alex! Show me your big long whammy bar!" Geddy cried. 


"Shut upl" He gave Geddy a shove, perhaps a little harder than he needed to, and the smaller boy toppled over 
onto his side from his sitting position. He reached up, grabbed Alex's arm and yanked, and Alex toppled over on 
top of him. 


"Oh, you're going to get it now, Dirk," Alex exclaimed, and grabbed a clod of dirt from the lawn and tried to 
stuff it down Geddy's shirt. Geddy was having none of it and rolled over, taking Alex with him. Alex yelped and 
defended himself from the rain of Geddy's playful punches, and tried to keep himself from thrusting against 
his friend's wiggling hips. He thrilled with the strange sensation of boyish horseplay mingling with very adult 
attraction, and he just hoped his arousal wasn't as obvious as it felt, or the neighbors down the block would be 


able to see it, even in the dark. 


They must have been making a racket, because Alex's mother came to the door in her housecoat and peered 
out disapprovingly. "Boys? You come inside and stop shouting. Nice people are trying to sleep!" They looked at 
each other and dissolved into laughter, finally calming down enough to brush themselves off and clomp into the 
house, still breathless with giggles. They were surprised just inside the door by Alex's mother and father. 
Alex's mom spoke, while his dad glowered in the background. 


"Boys, we need to talk to you." Her thick Eastern European accent lent a seriousness to her words that always 
made Geddy sit up and pay attention "We know that you are such very good friends, but everyone else, they 
not understand that, yes? People, they get the bad ideas. Just you be careful, so they not getting the bad 
ideas about you. Got it?" Alex's dad nodded in agreement. 


"But Mom --" Alex began to protest. 


"But nothing. You not doing nothing wrong, so don't make it look like you do. Good night, Papa and | go to bed 
now." Alex's father grunted and followed his wife up the stairs. Alex and Geddy watched their retreating backs, 


and then made their way down to the relative cool of the basement. 


"Does your dad actually ever talk?" asked Geddy when they got downstairs. "In all the years I've known you, | 
don't know if I've ever heard him say anything other than ‘pass the peas'.” 


Alex shrugged. "He doesn't talk much. Believe me, you know you're in trouble when he does start talking, 
though." He smirked and stripped down to his underwear, laying down on one of the sleeping bags on the floor. 
He sprawled seductively and beckoned to Geddy, adding in his best Serbian accent "Come here, let me give you 


the bad ideas." 


He didn't have to ask twice. Geddy wasted no time in taking his own clothes off, and joined him on the floor, 
positioning himself between Alex's spread legs. 


Alex drew a sharp breath as he felt his lover settle on top of him, their erections pressing together through 
the thin cloth of their undershorts. They tried to leave their shorts on until the very last moment, reasoning 
that if one of Alex's parents would happen to come downstairs at an inconvenient time, at least they would be 


partially dressed. Alex also thought it was kind of sexy. 


He ran his hands down Geddy's bony back and cupped his ass. He held him like that as they began kissing and 
rubbing against each other. It was incredibly stimulating, and Alex had to grab Ged around the waist to stop 
him from moving and from getting him off immediately. The heat of the day, the roughhousing in the front 
yard, and, he had to admit, the unexpected attentions of a female in skimpy clothing had all conspired to get 


him very worked up. 


They had done a lot together so far: they had jerked each other off, they had jerked themselves off together, 
they had dry-humped their way to a mutual climax and had even indulged in some less-than-graceful oral sex, 


but Alex had been fantasizing about going further, and he felt like this was the night. 


He pushed on Geddy's shoulders until he was in a semi-sitting position Geddy was just as aroused as he was, 
and started to protest the cessation of the action. "Lerxst, what's wrong, |--" 


Alex put his finger up to Geddy's lips. "Shh.. Nothing's wrong, | just wanted to slow down for a minute." He 
started to rub Geddy's shoulders, then slid his hands down his torso. "You know, out on the lawn tonight, that 


was starting to feel really good" 
"| noticed." 


Alex chuckled sexily. "And, that_ gave me ideas.. Good_ ideas, | hope." He slid his hands down the back of 


Geddy's underwear and over his smooth, round cheeks. He slid his fingers towards Geddy's opening. 

"Ah! Lerxst! What are you doing?" Geddy was trying to keep his voice down, but was clearly a little panicked. 
"Trying out a good idea.. Don't worry, | promise not to hurt you.. Please let me try this, Ged, please?" 

"You'll stop if | tell you to?" 

"Absolutely." He breathed out and again slid his fingers forward. He made light contact, stroking gently. Geddy 
whimpered at the sensation. "There, now that isn't so bad, is it?" Geddy shook his head. Good, he likes it, 
thought Alex. He pushed in a little bit. Wow, he was tight.. This was going to feel great, once he got his dick in 


there. Encouraged by that thought and growing impatient, he decided to go for it and shoved his index and 
middle fingers abruptly inside of him. 


"EEEYOW!" Geddy shouted and jumped up, clutching at his ass. 

"Shhh, Dirk, settle down! You're gonna wake up my folks!” 

Geddy just shook his head, tears in his eyes. Alex tensed as he heard his father's heavy footsteps overhead 
and dove into his sleeping bag. Geddy, wide-eyed, ran into the half-bath and shut the door just as Mr. 
Živojinović opened the basement door and poked his head in. "Aleksandar! Things okay?" 


"Yeah, Pop, we're fine. Ged just.. saw a spider and freaked out." 


His father snorted derisively and shut the door, and Alex heard his footfalls again recede up the stairs. When 


the coast was clear, Geddy came back out, clearly perturbed 

"Why'd you tell him that? He already thinks Im a wimp!" 

"Sorry, Ged, it was all | could think of on short notice. Why'd you scream like that?" 
"Because it -hurt_, Alex!" He glared at him reproachfully. 

"Okay, okay, come here and lay down Let me try something else" 


"Nol 


"II take it slow. Really. Come on." 


Geddy looked doubtful, but joined Alex on the floor. Alex stroked his hair. "lm sorry | hurt you. Just relax.. | 


never wanna hurt you.” 


Geddy was still nervous, but he wanted to do this for Alex. The look on his face when he waved goodbye to 
that girl was burned into his memory, and he was pretty determined to do whatever he had to do to keep him 
distracted. Using gentle pressure on his shoulders, Alex guided him down onto his back, and slipped his 
underwear down off of his hips. Then he took his legs and bent them at the hips and the knees, spreading 
them as he did. He ran his hand down the inside of Geday's thigh. 


"There you go, Dirk, just breathe, okay?" 
Geddy's erection, which had wilted with the sudden shock of pain, had rallied nicely with the tender contact. 
Alex put his little finger into his mouth and sucked briefly. "Okay, Ged, I'm going to try this again, but with my 


pinky finger this time. I'm gonna go slow. Tell me if it hurts, though, and I'll stop. Take a deep breath." 


Geddy did as Alex asked. At first, it was really uncomfortable (he could tell Alex had a hangnail, for instance), 
but once it was in, it didn't feel too bad. He exhaled, closing his eyes. "Oookay, that's all right" 


Alex smiled. "Wanna try another one?" Ged nodded, and Alex bent and spit on his ring finger, which he inserted 


alongside his pinky. Geddy tensed briefly. Alex kissed his earlobe and whispered "relax, relax," and the whoosh of 
hot, moist air in his ear canal made him moan. Alex slowly started to work the two fingers in and out, and the 


sensation went from tolerable to pleasurable. His hips began to rock back and forth. 


"Mmm, you like that?" Geddy groaned in response. "Okay, well, Ged, here's the thing. | wanna be inside you. Like, 
really, really bad. And, not to pat myself on the back or anything, but I'm a little bigger than those two 
fingers." As if to illustrate, he pressed his massive erection against Geddy's hip. "Will you let me? | promise | 


won't be too rough." 


"Uuuhhh huuhhhh," Geddy responded, breathily, shuddering with trepidation and desire. Alex captured his lips in 
a kiss and removed his fingers from his tight, hot ass. He knelt between Geddy's legs. "Sorry, this is a little 
gross," he said apologetically, then spit liberally into his palm and rubbed the spit on his dick. It shone wetly in 
the dim glow of the nightlight. He leaned over and put the head up against Geddy's opening. "Okay, here goes 


nothing," he whispered, and with agonizing slowness pressed his way inside. 


Geddy nearly screamed again. He felt like he was being ripped in two! He'd never felt a sensation quite like this 
before, pressure and stretching and tearing and burning all at once. "Breathe, Dirk, breathe,” urged Alex into 
his ear. He took a deep breath and let it out slowly, blinking away new tears. As he relaxed a bit, the worst of 
the pain started to subside. 


"Are you okay, Ged?" Alex's voice was strained. Geddy nodded, not trusting his own voice not to break. "Okay, 
l'm gonna.. unh.. move.. a little.. okay?" His breathing was ragged and harsh in Geddy's ear. He pulled out slightly, 
and then thrust forward again. "Mmmm, Ged, Ged, you're so fuckin’ tight | can't stand it.. Ohhhh, —fuuuuck.” 
He again thrust, deeper this time. A burst of heat coursed through Geddy despite the pain, as Alex prodded 
something deep inside of him. He gasped and clutched at Alex's shoulders. Again Alex thrusted, and again he felt 
the crash of pleasure, deeper than anything Geddy had ever felt before. He bit his lip to keep from crying out. 


Alex was having control problems, himself. Geddy was so hot and so incredibly tight that he was having 
trouble keeping his promise to be gentle. All of his best intentions went out the window when Geddy dug his 
fingernails into his back and breathed "_Harder_." With a strangled sound of pure desire, he started to thrust 
hard and fast and deep. Geddy's hips were rocking wildly, rising up to meet him and take him deeper. Alex could 
tell that he was trying with all of his might not to cry out, just as he was. Desperately, he found himself 
biting into the sleeping bag to muffle himself. "GodtouchmepleaseAlex" gasped Geddy, and Alex just barely had 
enough mental capacity to comply. He wrapped his hands around Geddy's dick, and with one rough stroke, his 
partner was spurting everywhere and sobbing into Alex's shoulder. As he came, the muscles inside of him 
contracted, hard, and Alex felt as though he was falling through the earth. He heard himself moaning Geddy's 


name over and over as incredible pleasure overtook him, and he felt like he was drowning. He didn't mind. 


Then it was over. Trembling and weak, he lifted himself up enough to kiss Geddy's parted lips. “Thank you," he 
whispered. "Thank —you—," Geddy whispered back. Alex reluctantly pulled out, and stifled a gasp. "Ged.. | think 


you're bleeding. Ooh, I'm sorry." 


"A lot?" 


"You're probably going to want to take care of it” 

The two of them went into the half-bath and cleaned up. Geddy sat on the toilet, wincing, until the flow of 
blood had slowed and then, finally, stopped. Alex brushed his hair away from his face. "lm sorry, Ged, | didn't 
mean to hurt you..” 

Geddy smiled weakly. "That's okay, you should see your back." Alex turned and examined his back as best as he 
could in the mirror. He let out a low whistle. "Man! | didn't even feel you do that. | guess I'll just have to wear 


a shirt for the next few days." He put out a hand. "Well, my wounded friend, shall we return to bed?" 


The two of them got into pajamas and curled back up into their respective sleeping bags. They had been lying 
there for a bit when Geddy broke the silence. 


"Alex?" 

"Yeah, Ged?" 

"That girl tonight." 

"What about her?" 

"If you like her, | -- | understand! 


Alex laughed, a sound like a ray of sunshine to Geddy's ears. "Ged, she's just some girl from my school. | 
barely know her! Don't worry, I'm not ready to elope just yet.” 


Geddy stretched and yawned. "Okay, Lerxst. Just checkin’. Goodnight 


"Goodnight, Dirk" And with that, the pair drifted off into contented sleep. 


The First Last Time 


Author's Notes: 

A few notes on this chapter: | know that Geddy has an older sister, but | don\'t know her name, so | named 
her Shelley for this. (Oh, the god-like powers of the author!) Also, we used the word Mayzeleh to mean little 
mouse (as an affectionate nickname) and Gershon as a plausible Hebrew name for Geddy, but | don\'t speak 
Yiddish, so if anyone reading this does, (I) my deep apologies for any mistakes | might have made, and (2) 


please let me know if you have any suggestions for changes. 


Geddy's house, Willowdale, Ontario, early November, 1970, 2:00 am. 


Shelley yawned and rubbed her eyes as she turned her car into her mother's driveway. It had been a long day; 
working at the store in the morning, lecture this afternoon, and then lab until 9 pm, then dinner and alone time 
with her fiance. The evening had gotten away from her, and now it was almost 2 am. As the tires crunched 
the gravel, she let out a little scream when the headlights illuminated a figure in the backyard. Her pounding 
heart returned to normal when she recognized the figure of her younger brother, sitting cross-legged in the 


grass, staring down at his arms. 

She killed the ignition and got out of the car. It was the beginning of November, damp and unseasonably cold, 
with heavy cloud cover and a brisk breeze, so she was surprised that he was sitting on the wet ground in 
jeans and a t-shirt, without a jacket or sweater. The mystery cleared up for her a bit when she saw him grab 
a bottle from beside him and take a swig of whatever was in there. 


"Ged, what the fuck do you think you're doing? Mom's gonna kill you!" 


He looked up at her and blinked owlishly behind his horn-rimmed glasses. "Hi, Shell, howyadoin'?" He was slurring 
and swaying slightly where he sat. 


"What do you have there? Give me that!" She reached for the bottle. 

"Nol ‘Smine!" He jerked it out of her reach and tucked it into the crook of his arm. 

"No, it's Mom's. She keeps it to give to company! She's gonna be so pissed when she finds out you took it!" The 
bottle of whiskey appeared to be half-empty, which meant that even though it had not been a new bottle to 
begin with, her skinny underaged brother had definitely consumed more than his share. 


He shrugged. "Dor' care." 


"What the hell has gotten into you?" He shrugged again, and resumed staring at his hands. 


She decided to try a different tack. "Well, at least come inside and get a coat or something. It's freezing out 


here!" 

"No, I'm stayin’ out here. You go in an’ leaf me alone." 
"Come on, Ged, you could literally freeze to death!" 
He looked down and mumbled something. 


"What?" 


He looked up, and she could see tears forming in his eyes. "I said who cares? Err'body be better off without 


me. 


Shelley sighed and lowered herself to the ground next to her brother. Lately, he'd been going through some 
pretty steep mood swings, which she'd chalked up to adolescence and the fact that he'd recently dropped out 
of school to pursue a career in music in a band that had then promptly kicked him out. She figured it must 
have especially stung because one of the bandmates doing the kicking was his best friend, Alex. Geddy still 
defended him, though, saying that it wasn't Alex's idea, that the drummer, John, and their new manager Ray 
had made the decision That didn't wash with Shelley, though. The way she figured it, Alex should have stood 
up for Geddy against the other two. She removed her coat and placed it around her brother's shivering 
shoulders. 


"C'mon, Ged, what's been going on with you lately? You've been really moody. Is it the band thing? Is Mom still 


on your back? ‘Cause you could go back to school --" 


He let out a sharp, joyless laugh that cut her off mid-sentence. "Thass the least thing on my mind. | got —a 


lotta problems_." He thumped the ground for emphasis. "You don’ even know." 


She rolled her eyes at the teenage dramatics. "Oh, come on! What's the problem? It can't be that bad, can it?" 
She looked at his thin, shivering form and was reminded of his childhood nickname, coined when as a toddler 


she told her mother that he looked just like a little mouse. "Come on, tell me what's wrong, Mayzeleh." 


He jerked away from her as if he had been electrocuted and leapt to his feet. "I'm not a fucking mouse," he 
said, his voice dripping with scorn. "I'm an ugly little faggot. Ask Alex, he'll tell you." He threw the bottle, which 
fortunately bounced harmlessly on the damp grass. Snarling, he kicked at the bottle, missed, and fell directly 
onto his ass. Seemingly resigned to his sitting position, he drew his knees up to his chest, crossed his arms 
over them, and buried his head in his arms. 


Shelley shook her head, perplexed. "Why would he say that, Ged?" 


"Because | am. I'm ugly, I'm little, and I'm a faggot." He ticked the points off on his fingers. 


"Ged, you're not -- any of those things.. When did he say that?" 

"S'afternoon. When | told ‘im | love ‘im." 

Shelly was in a state of stunned disbelief. "What, Ged? Why -- Why did you tell him that?" 
"Cause l'm in love with ‘im, duh." 


‘Oh, Ged, no.. That's not true! | mean, are you, are you sure?" He nodded miserably. She put her hand on his 
shoulder. "Well, uh, well, he was probably just surprised. That's not the kind of thing he was probably expecting 
to hear.. He doesn't think of you that way, is all" 


He buried his head deeper into his arms, and Shelley had to strain to hear him. "Yeah, he thinks of me when he 
wants to fuck, though." 


Shelley nearly choked. "What?" she nearly shouted. "You're having sex with him?" Geddy nodded again. 


EK 
Earlier that day 


Alex called around eight that morning. 
Geddy was surprised to hear from him. "Aren't you supposed to be at school right now?" 
"Listen, Ged, | don't wanna talk about it. Can you come over?" 


"Yeah, I'll be over." Alex had been weird and distant lately, blowing him off to spend time with Charlene. Geddy 
hated to think that he'd been replaced, but it was getting hard not to draw that conclusion. Alex still called 
when he was feeling horny, though. Geddy guessed that for all her flirting, Charlene probably wasn't all that 
eager to jump in the sack He'd heard that girls just didn't have much of a sex drive. It figured, then, that he 
could use his own sexual availability to his advantage in the guerrilla warfare for Alex's affections. He made a 
point of always going to Alex when he called, even though it had led to some awful shouting matches at home, 
especially when he snuck out right in the middle of the Sabbath. He didn't care, though. He was desperate, and 
if he could just hold out long enough, Alex would realize who had been there for him all along, and he would 
dump Charlene, and everything would be wonderful. His knees shook as he walked up the worn front steps of 


the Zivojinoviés' front porch. 


Alex answered the doorbell and pulled him inside. He drew Geddy toward him in a violent kiss, hands roaming 
over his body. Right there in the hallway, he unbuckled Geddy's belt, and unbuttoned and unzipped his fly, 
pulling his pants down, pushing him to his knees. No words were spoken, just gasps and moans and Alex's hands 
moving over him, Alex's cock pressing into him as he knelt there beside the telephone table, knees scratching 
on the itchy wool hallway runner. It hurt.. They usually used Vaseline or something, anything, spit even, but 
this was fast and hard and no lube. He wanted so badly to feel that Alex loved him that he didn't protest, and 


soon his dick began to respond to the thrusting and humping that was going on behind him. In fact, he was 
starting to enjoy it immensely when with a shout, Alex finished. He pulled out immediately and zipped up his fly. 
Geddy turned his head to look at his lover, an expectant look on his face. 


"What?" said Alex. "Look, my mom's going to be home any minute. You'd better go. Get outta here." 


Stunned and suddenly completely unaroused, Geddy stood up and got dressed. Tears pooling in his eyes, he 
managed to gasp "Can | call you later?" Alex grunted as Geddy stumbled out the door. 


On the trip home, a million thoughts raced through Geddy's mind. Eventually, he managed to convince himself 
that everything was fine, that Alex wouldn't have invited him over if he didn't love him, wouldn't have fucked 
him if he didn't care. It was going to be okay. He didn't know how it was going to be okay, it just was. He loved 
Alex. How could that be wrong? He just needed to tell him, that was all. How was Alex supposed to know how 

he felt if he never said anything? He resolved that he would tell him that afternoon It would be just like a 


movie. 


He showered, changed and forced himself to eat lunch, even though his stomach was already filled to the top 
with worry and with hope. He drove over to the store and relieved his sister, who went to class. He helped a 
few customers, and then, once the store was empty and his mother was in the stockroom, he picked up the 


phone with trembling hands and called Alex's number. 


eR 


Alex's house 


Ring... ring... ring.. The phone in the front hallway clanged shrilly, and Alex jumped. He picked up, feeling nothing 
but dread. _What now?_, he thought. 


"Hello?" 

"Hey! Oh, hey, Lerxst!" It was Geddy, sounding nervous, with a thick veneer of false cheer. He stifled a groan 
He really did not want to deal with him right now. He felt guilty that he had used his best friend as a pressure 
release earlier that day, but even more, Geddy had an emotional intensity about him that Alex didn’t feel like 
he could handle just then. 

"Oh. Hey." 

"Umm.. so.. yeah. Umm.. Uh..” 


"Yeah??" Alex felt so keyed up he could scream, and his gentle friend's hemming and hawing was only stoking 


the fire. Just spit it out already!_, his mind shouted. 


"Uh, well, uh.. | was thinking about stuff and." He heard Geddy draw a deep breath. "Iloveyou." It tumbled out 


as one word. 


Alex felt a blinding stab of rage and pain unlike anything he had ever felt before. He couldn't take it for one 
more minute! He hated himself, he hated his life, and at that moment he hated Geddy most of all. He hated 
him for being perfect and wonderful and sweet and the best part of his miserable existence, and most of all 
he hated him for being a boy, and for being completely off-limits, for making him feel hope that things might 
turn out all right after all. He was filled with the sudden desire to hurt him, to smash his fragile heart, to 
show Geddy how stupid he was to care for him. He inhaled sharply. He wanted to shout, but forced himself to 


speak calmly. 
"What the fuck did you just say?" There was a threatening tone to his voice that even he didn't recognize. 


He heard Geddy begin to crumble on the other end of the line, and it gave him a grim satisfaction to know 
that he could make him suffer. "A.. A.. Alex? | mean, uh." Alex heard him take a deep breath and gather his 


courage. "Alex," he cleared his throat. Alex could tell he was on the verge of tears. "Alex, l. | love you." 


Oh, lord. He had to end this, now, or he would never be able to end it. He had to hurt him so badly that the 
bond between them would be broken forever, or Geddy would just crawl into his arms and stay there, no 
matter what, like the hopeful idiot he was. He forced a cold edge into his voice and laughed drily. "Oh, my god, 
you really thought." His voice began to waver, and he paused to regain control. "You really thought | could 
love_ someone like you? Listen, Ged, it's been fun, but we could never have a future. See, I'm a normal guy, 
and you're an ugly little faggot. Do me a favor, don't call here again" He hung up the phone before Geddy could 
say anything else, then he collapsed into a ball on the rug, body shaking with grief he could not allow himself to 


express. He stood and forced his face into an uncaring mask as he heard his mother walk down the stairs. 


eR 


Weinrib's Hardware Store 


Geddy's already nervous stomach flopped out of control, and he felt the little lunch he had been able to 
swallow start to come up. He knew he was never, ever supposed to leave the cash register unattended, but 
this was an emergency. Flinging the phone receiver aside, he flew from behind the counter, through the door 


marked "Staff Only" and into the tiny bathroom. He hit the ground on his knees, skidding to the toilet. As he 
retched up his lunch, he dug his fingernails into his palms, willing himself not to cry, to fucking hold on.. 


"Gershon?" His mother peered around the doorframe. "Are you all right? Why did you leave the register?" His 
head still buried in the bowl, Geddy groaned. Slowly, he raised and turned his pale, sweating face towards his 
mother. "Ma?" he asked, "I'm not feelin’ too good. Can | go home?" 


Manya peered at her oldest son. She didn't know what she was going to do with him. He'd dropped out of 
school, he stayed out late, he wouldn't date any of the nice girls she tried to introduce to him.. It was breaking 
her heart. Back in the old country, the children knew how to behave. Here they were all so wild. She suspected 
that his current digestive problems had less to do with actual illness and more to do with drinking beer and 
eating hamburgers late at night, but she couldn't have him behind the counter if he was going to be sick. 
Better to send him home. 


She sighed. "Yes, Gershon, you go home. Go to bed. Tomorrow, you feel better." As he brought his hands to 
the side of the toilet to boost himself up, she noticed bloody half-moons where his fingernails had dug into his 
palms and tears shining in his eyes. What was going on with her children? 


EK 
Geddy's house, 2:25 am. 


"How long has this been going on?" whispered Shelley. "I dunno, a coupla months." mumbled her brother. 
Suddenly, his emotions spilled over and he started to sob. "I'm so alone, | fucking hate myself, | want to diel" he 
moaned, punching at his thighs. He seemed a little more sober in the midst of this wild misery, but his pain 
showed no signs of dissipating. She held him tight to her as he cried, choking over words of abandonment and 
self-hatred. Eventually, he exhausted himself and his sobs slowed, so she helped him to his feet and led him 
into the house. She walked him up the stairs and to his room, where she put him into bed, shoes and all. As 
she tucked the covers around him, their youngest brother, Allen, lifted his head and looked quizzically towards 
them. "Don't worry about it, Allen! Go back to sleep!" she whispered, using her sternest mom voice. Allen 
grunted and his head fell back upon his pillow. She carefully filled the whiskey bottle back up with water, 
replaced it in the liquor cabinet, and went to bed for a few hours. At 1:30 she rose, dressed, convinced her 
suspicious mother that Geddy had a stomach bug and that he wouldn't be able to work that day, and got back 


into the car. 


She drove toward the high school, scanning the groups of teenagers as they made their way toward the 
building. Finally, she saw him: long blond hair, lanky frame, ridiculous mustache. She rolled down her window and 


shouted to him: "Alex! Hey! Alex!" 
He looked toward her, surprised. "Oh, hey, Shell. What's up?" 
"Get in," she snarled, unlocking the passenger side door. 


Alex opened the door and slid into the passenger seat, eyeing her apprehensively. "How you doin’, Alex?" Shelley 
asked. 


Alex swallowed. "Fine, Shell. How are you?" 


Shelley put the car in gear and started to drive away from the school. "Oh, you know, Alex, I've been better. 
You know why?" Silence. "YOU KNOW WHY, ALEX??" "Uhhh... Why, Shelley?" "Because, Alex. BECAUSE | WAS 
AWAKE ALL NIGHT WITH MY BROTHER, WHOSE HEART IS BROKEN, THAT'S WHY!" Alex winced and stared out the 
window. Shelley continued, quieter. "Alex, | understand if you don't feel the way that Ged does. | get that. But 
why be so mean?" They drove for a block in silence. "Do you hear me, Alex? You don't have to love him, but 


you don't have to hurt him." 


Alex didn't answer for a long time. When he did, it sounded like his voice was coming from far away. "l. just.. 


That's not really how it is." 


"What? What? My brother lied to me?" 


"No... l'm sure everything he told you is true. I'm a fucking bastard. | couldn't help it, though." He started to 
fiddle with latch on the glove compartment. 


Shelley pulled the car over into a parking spot and turned to Alex. She felt like shaking him. "What the fuck is 


that supposed to mean?" 


Alex said something so softly that Shelly had to ask him to repeat himself. "What was that?" This kid was a 


real piece of work. She wondered what her brother saw in him. 
"I said, | had to hurt him ‘cause | love him." His lower lip began to quiver. 


"You know, Alex, I'm engaged, and | love my fiance, and I've never once felt the need to call him an ugly little 


faggot." 


Alex tried unsuccessfully to blink away the tears in his eyes. "What the fuck can | say? You'll never 


understand it." The tears started to spill down his cheeks. "I was just trying to do what's best for everybody." 


She felt herself begin to thaw ever so slightly. Alex might be an asshole, but at least he was properly upset 
about it. "You're right, | don't understand, but | don't have to. Will you go talk to Geddy, please? I'm afraid of 
what he might do to himself if you don't, and I've got stuff to do -- | can't watch him constantly until he gets 


over this." 


The look of sorrow and fear on the blond boy's face answered any lingering questions she might have about 
the sincerity of his feelings for her brother. "Oh, god, if he ever hurt himself, I'd die.. Oh, no.." 


She cut him off. "Nothing's happened yet. As far as | know, he's still in bed, sleeping off one hell of a hangover. 


Will you go talk to him? | know it means you'll miss some classes this morning.’ 
He nodded. "That doesn't really matter any more." 
She didn't ask for clarification, just put the car back into drive and continued home. 


She led Alex into the midmorning-quiet house and up the stairs. Her mother had left for the store, and had 
taken her grandmother off to play mahjong at the Jewish Senior Center. She knocked lightly on her brothers’ 
bedroom door and got no answer. Allen was on his way to school by now, and Geddy was coiled up tightly in 
the corner of his bed Her heart ached to see how tense he was, even in sleep. Sitting on the side of the bed, 
she patted him gently on the arm. He jolted awake. "Unh?" 


"Hi, Ged, | have someone here to talk to you." He turned his face towards her, and blinked blearily. He smelled 


like a tavern. Shelley handed him his glasses from the bedside table, and he slipped them on. She knew the 


moment he focused on Alex, because he sat bolt upright and began shouting. 


"Gah! No, no, no, no.. Get out! Both of youl" He gestured wildly toward the door, knocking the bedside lamp 
crashing to the floor. 


"Gary! Control yourself" She grabbed his wrists as he continued to thrash around. "It's okay. Alex is here to 
talk to you. Talk to him, okay? Stop breaking up the house already!" After a moment, Geddy stopped flailing 
(though he still gave her the look of death), and she stood as Alex took her place on the bed. She moved to 
the doorway and watched as Alex took Geddy's hands in his own, then shut the door behind her as she walked 
down the hall. 


Alex looked at Geddy sorrowfully, then brought his hands to his lips and kissed them. "Ged, l'm so, so sorry." 
He grabbed the back of Geddy's head and pressed their foreheads together, a familiar gesture that made 
Geddy's heart pound in his chest. "I love you. | want you so bad. God, | want you." He kissed him gently on the 
lips. 


Geddy had absolutely no idea what to say. Alex continued: "Look, what happened... What | said.. It's not all right. | 
know that. | just.. can't be with you, but | have to be with you, and | wanted so bad for you to hate me.." He 
realized that he was babbling, and shook his head to clear his thoughts. "I wish you hated me.. God, | love you 


so fucking much.." 
"| love you too." 


"I know, | know.. You're so much braver than | am.. | never could have told you first.. But, we can't do this 


anymore, | can't." 
"Why?" 


Alex kissed him again, quickly, trying to put off what he had to say, even if just for a moment. "Ugh, god, 
Charlene.. Charlene's pregnant. | never should have slept with her. | didn't really want to, but then she kept 
bugging me and bugging me, and making cracks about me and you, and | just wanted.. | just wanted to prove to 
her that | was a man, and so | slept with her, and now she's pregnant. | thought my folks and her folks were 
gonna kill me. | have to leave school, and | have to get a job, and they want us to get married. Ged, | can't be 
with you any more. It doesn't matter what the fuck | want" Alex broke down into sobs. Geddy, tears running 
down his own face, put his arms around Alex and began to rock him back and forth, soothingly. Alex responded 
by kissing the tears off of his lover's face, smoothing his sleep-mussed hair under his palms. 


The two sank back onto the mattress together. Their breathing became hard and fast and ragged as they 
explored each other's bodies for the hundredth time, still managing to find something new and wonderful under 
their sensitive fingers. Their breath sped up separately until it became as one, moaning and panting and 


growling, tongues wrestling as their hands grasped and pressed, nails scratching against sensitive flesh. 


Alex pulled back from his lover and looked into his eyes. "Ged, | want.. | wanna be with you, one last time.. Is 


that okay?" Geddy blushed and nodded. 

"In the nightstand, there might be some hand lotion or *ahem* something, | guess" 
"Will that work?" 

"Yeah, | think so." 


Alex rummaged around for a moment and then produced the bottle. He reached over and pumped a generous 
portion of the cream onto his palm, slathering it onto his aroused cock. He lowered himself onto his lover, 
entering him as he did. 


The two young men stared into each other's eyes as they moved together. Alex drove himself into Geddy over 
and over again, harder and faster, reveling in his lover's obvious pleasure as he stimulated his prostate on 
every thrust and stroked his erect cock. Ged was close, he could tell. His head was thrown back, exposing his 
thin, flexible neck. Alex could not resist and nipped at it, causing Ged to yelp. God, he was so close now, too.. 


"Ged?" 


"Yes, Alex?" 


| love you, you know that?" 
"Oh, god, yes, yes, | love you too, so fucking much.." 


And with that, they came together, moaning and pressing their bodies together as tightly as they could. 
Afterward, they lay together, curled up like two cats, planting kisses on each others’ damp skin 


Alex broke the silence first. "Dirk, I'm so, so sorry." 


"I know, you didn't mean it" 
"No, | mean about everything. About.. about the baby. | ruined everything for us." 


Geddy looked so pained it took Alex's breath away. "Are you sure we can't still just be friends? | wouldn't... I'd 


never -- intrude." 


Alex's voice came out shaky. "Ged, | just.. | can't. I'm not strong enough. As long | see you, I'm gonna want all of 


you, | don't think | can ignore that.” 


Geddy nodded miserably, without saying anything. Alex took Geddy's hand and, kissing the palm, brought it to 
his heart. "I'll never stop missing you. | love you, forever and ever." They held each other for another 
moment, then without another word, both boys rose and dressed. Geddy stood at the window and watched Alex 
leave. He waited there for a long time, but Alex did not look back. 


The Last First Kiss 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter is largely \'adult\" because of language and not because of sex. 


Willowdale Community Center, Willowdale, Ontario, early evening, mid-December, 1910 


Geddy was a miserable ball of nerves. He wasn't sure why he had even agreed to come to the show. He was 
just starting to feel like his life was coming back together. He'd been practicing with a new band, putting in a 
lot of hours at the store, and he'd actually slept through the night three times in the past week, which was a 
definite improvement. Sure, he was still confused as hell and felt hollow on the inside most of the time, but he 
was doing a pretty good job of acting like everything was okay. Then Alex had called him this afternoon for the 
first time since that awful day about a month ago, and like a schmuck he had agreed to come to the Hadrian 
gig at the community center. Now all he could think of was how horny, bored, and horribly, horribly lonely he 


was without his best friend and lover. 


He hadn't been sure that he would want to talk to Alex, but he didn't even get a chance to find out. When he 
got there, the band was setting up, so there was no time to hang out. Then, once they were done with their 
soundcheck and he had started to awkwardly chat with the four of them, Charlene (his current least favorite 
person) had shown up and started pawing Alex and making cutesy talk, calling him "Daddy" and clapping her 
hands together like some kind of a fucking seal and squealing, all that bullshit. The whole thing made Geddy sick, 
and so he had excused himself and gone outside for some air. That had been I5 minutes ago and the band had 
started playing, but he couldn't make himself go back inside. He was freezing his ass off in the December cold, 
and it looked like it was going to snow. Perfect. Figuring that he would have a better time spending yet another 
right at home in front of the TV while his mother told him off in Yiddish, he lit a cigarette and started off 
down the block. Fuck Alex, fuck the band, fuck love. 


As he reached the corner of the building, he heard someone sobbing. Peering around the corner, he saw the 


sister of one of his former bandmates huddled up against the wall, crying her eyes out. 
"Nancy? Are you okay?" He walked over to where she was standing. 


She looked up, startled. "Oh. Hi, Ged" She wiped her eyes on her jacket sleeve. "Yeah -- yeah, I'm fine, I'm just.” 


She bit her lower lip as her eyes again filled with tears. She covered her face again. 


Geddy could not have felt more awkward. He knew Nancy through her brother Lindy, but she wasn't what 
you'd call a close friend. He'd had a little bit of a crush on her when they'd first met, but he was bad with 
girls, and she'd had a boyfriend, and then everything with Alex had happened, which had pretty much knocked 
any thoughts of anyone else out of his head.. And, of course, now he was just going to be single forever, so 
there was no reason to stick around. He was just about to give her a hearty pat on the shoulder, tell her to 


hang in there, and get the hell away when she whispered something under her breath. 
"What was that?" He leaned closer to her. 


She took her hands away from her face (She really is pretty, Geddy thought to himself, then pushed the 
thought away), and started to pick at her chipped fingernail polish. "Have you ever felt like you were going to 


be alone forever, and that no one would ever love you, and so you might as well just fucking give up now?" 


He did, not that he would admit why to her or to anyone else at this point. It was bad enough his nosy sister 
knew. He felt bad just leaving Nancy there like that, though, plus he felt like passerby were giving him the 
fish-eye, wondering what he had done to make her cry like that. 


"Um, well, uh, geez, | guess so, sure." Oh, god, it looked like she might start crying again He looked around 
nervously. "Come on, its freezing out here. Let's go in" She shook her head violently. "Okay, okay, uh, | know, 
let's get some coffee." She thought about it for a moment, then nodded and the two continued down the block 


to a nearby greasy-spoon 


The air in the diner was steamy-warm and smelled like old deep-fryer oil. As they slid into the cracked red 
vinyl seats of the booth and faced each other across the table, they both came to the separate realization 
that they had never actually had a conversation and had no idea what to say to each other. The waitress 
came over and they ordered coffee, and then the pair lapsed back into awkward silence. Geddy unsuccessfully 
willed himself not to glance at her body (covered in a thick sweater though it was) when she slipped off her 
jacket. He didn't need anyone, and besides, she was Lindy's sister and all upset and he probably wasn't her type 
anyway, plus what was he doing looking at girls after everything that he'd done with Alex? The coffee arrived, 
and Geddy drummed his fingers on the tabletop and looked out the window at the winter dusk 


After what felt like an eternity, Nancy spoke. "Sooo, uhh, how are your classes this year?" 


‘Oh, um, | uh, | quit school. You know, ‘cause my music career was going so great. That turned out well, as you 


probably know.." He chuckled ruefully. 


"Huh? Oh, yeah, they threw you out of the band, didn't they? Why'd they do that, anyway? Aren't you and 


Alex, like, blood brothers or something?" 


Oh, god. He really didn't want to talk about Alex. It hurt just to hear his name. "I dunno. We had ‘creative 
differences’. He trailed off, realizing he was making air quotes and feeling like the biggest nerd in the world. He 
desperately wanted to change the subject, and he definitely didn't want to sit there like a mute any more.. He 
blurted out the first thing that came to mind: "So what the hell was wrong with you back there?" Smooth. 


"Oh." She toyed with her coffee cup and took a deep breath, and everything came as one sentence, spoken in a 
trembling whisper. "Well, | was dating that guy Kevin and he and | did some stuff" (Here, Geddy tried not to 
think about what kind of "stuff") ".and he said he wouldn't tell anybody and then he dumped me and he told 


everybody and now everybody's calling me a slut and none of my friends will talk to me because they all think 


l'm a whore and | don't even know why they were at the gig they don't even like Hadrian but | can't go back in 
there ‘cause they're all laughing at me and | hate being alone and | can't sleep and I've been skipping school and 
| don't know what I'm gonna do | wish | was dead" She moaned and broke out into fresh sobs. Geddy felt his 
heart break a little for her. Even though he was severely out of his depth, he did the only thing he could think 
to do. He got up from his side of the booth, slid in beside her, and put his arm around her as she cried. 


"Hey, hey, it's all right. It's gonna be okay.. You're better than that asshole.. You're really nice, and you're really 
pretty, and any guy would be lucky to have you." As he held her, she stopped crying and looked up at him. 


Her voice was a whisper. "You're really nice to waste your time with me, | always --" She paused a moment, 
blushing. "I always thought you were so funny and smart and cool, but | never thought you would like me, l'm 


so fat and boring." 


"No, you aren't, you --" Geddy suddenly found it hard to breathe. She looked like the saddest, most beautiful 
girl in the world, and her soft, warm body pressed up against his felt like heaven. 


They sat there staring into each other's eyes for a long moment and then moved towards each other, eyes 


closed.. 
"You lovebirds gonna order anything else?" It was the waitress. Dazed, they pulled away from each other. 


Nancy took a look at her watch and groaned. "Shit. They've gotta be done playing by now, and Lindy's my ride 
home. I've gotta get back there." 


Even though I0 minutes earlier he was straining to talk to her, Geddy felt like he would die if Nancy left his 


side. "l- | can give you a ride home! You don't have to go yet!" 


"No, | better go. Mom and Dad have been pretty worried about me, and if Lindy gets home without me they'll 


go nuts." 
"Well, but, what about those jerks who were giving you trouble? We should just stay here.” 


"| don't mind seeing them, if you come in with me." She took his hand and smiled for the first time that 
evening. Head spinning, Geddy threw some money on the table and the two walked back up the street. 


It had started snowing while they were in the diner. Pausing under a streetlight as the soft flakes fell all 
around them, they gazed at each other and followed through with their interrupted kiss, gently and chastely at 
first, then a little less so as they clung to each other, hearts pounding. Finally, they broke the kiss and headed 
into the community center, arms around each other's waists, incandescent with newly-sprung teenage 


infatuation. 


The band had finished playing about 20 minutes earlier, and Alex had been scanning the room for any sign of 
Geddy ever since the lights had come up. He had been so pissed at Charlene after her little demonstration that 


he hadn't said a word to her, and she had pouted and stalked out of the community center halfway through 
the set, but he didn't care. So much had happened between him and her that it was hard for him to see why 
he had even wanted to be with her in the first place, but now he was stuck. It was bad enough that he 
couldn't be with the person he wanted to be with; at least he could try to still be friends with him. Over the 
past month, he had discovered that as hard as it had been to be around Ged and know they could never be 
together, it was much, much harder to not be around him at all. He had been overjoyed that Geddy had agreed 


to come to the show, and now Charlene had gone and chased him away. Fuck, he hated his life.. 

As he was mulling over the mess that things had become, he looked up and saw Geddy and Lindy's sister, 
Nancy, standing over against the wall, arms around each other. At that moment, Geddy happened to glance up 
at the stage, and their eyes locked. Geddy blushed, tucked his hair behind his right ear, and looked away. 


Alex's heart sank into his stomach, and he felt a prickling begin at the corners of his eyes as he turned to put 


away his cables. 


John, who had come up beside him, looked over towards the happy couple and snorted. "Wow! Weinrib's makin’ 


time with Young's sister! | didn't think that freak hit puberty yet!" 

Alex felt his fists clench. "Shut up, John," he growled. 

"Oh, come on, Alex, | know he's your friend and all, but she's WAY outta his league." 
"SHUT UP, JOHN!" Alex half-yelled, louder than he had expected. 


John blinked. "Jeez, okay, okay, sorry | said anything about your boyfriend." he grumbled, and sulked off to his 
drum kit. 


Alex stared numbly at the cables in his hand, and wondered if he was going to hurt forever. 


At Long Last 


Holiday Inn, Atlanta, Georgia, September IBth, 1114, 4:30 am. 


Arid. That grade five vocabulary word popped into Alex's head every time he thought about his life. He wasn't 
trying to be melodramatic, but if someone were to bother to ask him, he would have said his life was arid, and 
that he was dying of thirst. Sure, by any external measure, things were great. He was living with the mother 
of his child, and he loved his young son more than he ever thought was possible. The little guy was starting to 
develop a quirky personality and a sense of humor that everyone said reminded them of Alex's own, and he 


was looking very forward to going home and seeing his fat little jelly-covered face again 


That was another reason he should be happy. The reason he wasn't home was that his band was on tour, in 
the States no less! He was finally meeting success as a guitarist, and no one was more surprised than he was. 
They had recorded an album, and gotten a new drummer, and were actually starting to make a name for 


themselves. It was —amazing_. 


The best part of all this success was that it had been achieved with his best friend by his side. That had by 
no means been certain, since he and Geddy had gone their separate ways for a while. That had been truly 


awful. They had reconciled, though, and the music they were making was better than ever. 


And therein lay the problem. He was so glad that he and Geddy were friends and bandmates again, but he 
wanted more. The two had been lovers until Alex had stupidly thrown everything away. Now Alex had Charlene 
and Adrian to worry about, and Geddy seemed to be happy with Nancy, and the chances of them ever getting 
back to where they had been seemed to be less than zero. He supposed he should have been grateful -- if 
Geddy had never gotten together with Nancy, it was doubtful that they would have ever been able to face 
each other and be friends again, and having Geddy in his life in _any_ capacity was better than not having him 
at all. Normally, he was able to ignore the aching in his heart and get on with things, but it was so much 


harder on tour. 


The band and their tiny crew made use of a rotating schedule to determine who was sharing a room with who 
on any given night. This meant that once per cycle, he shared a room with Geddy. That night was the best and 
the worst of the whole rotation On the one hand, there was no one he would rather spend an evening with, 
talking until the first light of dawn shone on the horizon. On the other hand, they did their talking from 
separate beds. It was agonizing. Alex wondered if Geddy felt the way he did, lying there stiff and throbbing, 
filled with unspoken yearning. Holding his breath, he listened to every sound on the other side of the room, 
wondering about the origin of every squeak of the springs, every exhalation, every rustle of the sheets. Is he 
touching himself? Does he want me?_ He was pretty sure the answer was no. He knew that he wouldn't have 
been able to give Geddy another chance if the tables were turned, and why should he? After all, he was in a 
normal, steady relationship now with a beautiful girl rather than having his heart kicked around by his so- 
called best friend. These thoughts tormented him until he finally succumbed to a few hours of exhausted 
sleep, usually after a stealthy wank provided relief for his overheated loins and imagination. He was afraid that 
tonight was going to be another one of those nights.. 


It was brutally humid in the stale-smoke-and-industrial-strength-cleanser-scented hallway, but Alex barely 
noticed. His eyes were on the lithe figure of his bandmate as he sleepily struggled with the room key. Geddy 
had fallen asleep in the rental car, and his head had flopped over onto Alex's shoulder. Alex was still tingling 
from the contact. He had been exhausted, too, but there was no way he would let himself fall asleep and miss 
this little glimpse into what might have been if he hadn't screwed everything up so badly. His eyes felt like 


sandpaper, his head hurt, and he was happier than he had been in a week. 


Geddy finally managed to get the key to work in the sticky lock, and the pair entered yet another anonymous 
hotel room. Geddy made his way to the bed furthest from the door, and sat down with a grimace. 


"_Fuck_, it's hot" He lifted his thick, heavy hair and held it up for a moment. "I can't believe what this weather 
does to my hair. | look like a fucking yeti." 


Alex chuckled distractedly. He had just gotten a good look at Geddy's long, graceful neck, glowing with a light 
sheen of sweat, and the only thoughts he had were of licking along its side, at least until he found just the 
right spot to nibble. He shook himself, mentally. There was absolutely no benefit to that line of thinking. 


If Geddy noticed his distraction, he didn't say anything. He stood, stretched (giving Alex a tantalizing view of his 
stomach and the dark line of fur leading down below the waistband of his jeans), and turned to the air 


conditioning unit. He opened up the control panel and stared at it for a moment, frowning. 
"Shit. If this thing is to be believed, it's already on full-blast. | guess this is as good as its gonna get" 
Ill be okay, Ged, we'll get used to it” 


‘Forever the optimist. All right, well, I'm gonna get ready for bed. I'm beat." And with that, Geddy 
unceremoniously stripped down to his boxer shorts and padded off to the bathroom, walking so close that Alex 
could have reached out and thrown him to the bed as he passed. Alex felt a lump in his throat form to match 
the bulge in his pants. 


-Does he do this shit on purpose?_ wondered Alex. It had been like this every time the two had roomed 
together since the beginning of the tour, with Geddy getting undressed in front of him and basically not having 
a lot of boundaries as far as personal space went. He knew that he should be glad that Geddy felt comfortable 
enough around him to not be shy, but part of him wondered if the bassist knew how badly he wanted him and 
was punishing him for his stupidity by showing him what he was missing. Well, if he wanted to be like that, let 
him. Alex wasn't going to give him the satisfaction of showing how much it got to him. 


His reverie was interrupted by the sound of the bathroom door opening. Oh, godl He didn't want Geddy to 
see the erection straining against the faded denim of his jeans. Panicked, he jumped under the covers, fully 


dressed, just as Geddy walked from the bathroom. 


CLUNK! The bed made a loud, angry thudding noise and Alex yelped as a broken spring jabbed him in the side. 


"What the fuck was that?" cried Geddy, a concerned look crossing his face. 

"Shit. | think the bed's broken Maybe we should call the front desk and get a new room." 

Geddy groaned. "Dude, it's so fuckin’ late. It'll take forever to get moved. Anyway, didn't the clerk say there 
were no more vacancies when we checked in?" Alex didn't remember that, but Geddy had a better memory 
than he did, so he was sure that he must be right. 

"Well, okay, but what am | supposed to do?" 

"Oh, for fuck's sake, just come over here and sleep in this bed with me. We'll make it work." 

Alex wasn't sure that this was such a great idea, but Geddy seemed to be in an impatient mood, and he could 
be stubborn when he wanted to be. Sheepishly, he crossed the small gap between the beds and lay down in the 
space Geddy had made for him by scooting over. Geddy was looking at him quizzically. 

"Alex, why are you wearing all your clothes? It's like a million degrees in here!" 

"| dunno, | --" 


"Oh, come on, get comfortable. You don't have anything | haven't seen before!" 


Alex couldn't argue with that one. Blushing, he too stripped to his undershorts, being sure to angle his 
throbbing crotch away from Geddy as he did so. 


"See, isn't that more comfy, Lerxst?" 

"Yeah." 

"Good." 

The only light in the room was coming from the small lamp on the shared nightstand between the two beds. 
Geddy pressed against Alex as he reached across his chest to turn it off, and that was the straw that broke 
the camel's back. 

Alex couldn't take it anymore; the sensation of skin-on-skin was too much for him. He snapped his head around 
to look his companion in the eye. "Okay, for fuck's sake, I'm sorry! You can just fucking stop it nowll” The words 
came out more exasperated-sounding than he had intended, but there was only so much one man could take. 


Geddy made a confused noise. "What? Stop what?" 


"Oh, you know very welll I'm sorry | fucked up, okay? | get it. You can stop punishing me!" 


"Punishing you? How??" 
"Like you don't know! By being such a tease!" 


Geddy let out a bark of sarcastic laughter. "_Me_ a tease? -Me_? For fuck's sake, for the last month I've 
done everything short of sucking your dick to get your attention, and still you ignore me, but _I'm_ the 


tease?" 
‘Oh, so you're telling me you're not trying to punish me by making me want you so bad l'm going crazy?!?" 
"No, you idiot! I'm trying to get in your pants!" 


Geddy's words hung in the damp air like Spanish moss. Then, there was a sound like a rhinoceros snorting as 
the hilarity of the situation hit Alex and he began to chortle. A moment later, Geddy joined in, and the bed 
shook with the peals of the friends’ laughter. 


Tears streaming down their faces, the pair clutched at each other. The intoxicating closeness and warmth of 
each others’ bodies began to intrude on the ridiculousness of the situation, and quickly their sounds of mirth 
made way for quickening breaths and stifled moans. Tongues touched and hands groped over flesh that was at 
once excitingly exotic and comfortingly familiar. Soon their underwear lay in a crumpled pile next to the bed, 


and the two men writhed and thrust against each other. 


Alex moaned as he finally got to nip gently at Geddy's outstretched neck, causing Geddy to press harder into 
his stroking palm. With his other hand, he brushed his long, dark hair away from his ear and began whispering, 
wanting to tell him all the filthy fantasies that had been building up in his mind over the past few years. "Ohh, 
baby, oh, this feels so good. Mmmm.. | want to fuck you so hard." 


‘Oooh.. Mmmm.. | want you to. Oh!" Alex ran his tongue seductively along the edge of Geddy's ear. "Ummm. 
But..." he took a moment to catch his breath, "not... oh.. until we have real lube. l'm.. unh.. serious.. It fuckin’ 


hurts... 


Alex chuckled, perhaps a little ruefully. "Okay, okay, I'll go shopping as soon as | get a chance, | promise.. God, 
you're sexy when you're feisty." 


"You better.. fucking.. believe it..." 


Determined to make the best of it despite being denied the possibility of penetrating his long-lost-love's tight 
ass (at least for the time being), Alex grinned wickedly and began to kiss his way down Geddy's front, following 
the path marked by that tantalizing thatch of dark hair. When he reached his destination, he took the head of 
Geddy's erect cock into his mouth, flicking his tongue against the tip and rubbing it along the underside before 
taking it down to the base. He was out of practice, so he gagged a little bit as it jabbed the back of his throat, 
but he took a breath and relaxed, and soon was deep-throating him, bobbing his head up and down and making 


Geddy twist on the mattress and arch his back. 


"Oh, god.. so.. fucking.. good." Geddy laced his long, beautiful fingers through Alex's golden mane for just a 
moment, moaning and pumping his hips. Then he pulled gently on Alex's hair, signaling him to stop. Eyes shining 
and cheeks flushed, he gazed into Alex's face. "Let me, too.. Wanna taste you...” 


The men shifted around until they lay on their sides, Geddy facing the foot of the bed. Alex felt his arousal 
spike and his cock twitch even before he made contact, just knowing that Geddy was preparing to suck him. He 
felt his breath brush tantalizingly across the exposed head of his penis, and a single drop of fluid leaked from 
his slit. Geddy lapped up the drop and pulled back Alex's foreskin, taking him into his hot, wet mouth. He 
couldn't swallow all of Alex's sizable dick without choking himself, so he improvised by jacking him off at the 
base while taking him down as deep as he could. 


Alex let him go for a few seconds, feeling the intense sensations flow through his body, then resumed his 
ministrations on Geddy's erection, which had somehow only grown harder and more desperate as he gave Alex 
pleasure. It was _never_ like this with anyone else. He couldn't tell where his body ended or Geddy's body 
began, and giving pleasure and getting pleasure became one in the same as his arousal climbed to an almost- 
unbearable level. Geddy was crying out around Alex's erection, and the vibrations along with the roughness of 
his tongue and the hard, sharp edge of his teeth covered by the softness of his lips made his muscles quiver 
and his vision explode into stars. He could hold back no longer, and felt his whole body contract towards his 
straining cock as Geddy shoved his dick into his throat as far as he could and stayed there as he climaxed. 
Alex could feel hot come pour from his lover as his own orgasm burst forth into Geddy's eager throat. He 
thrust as deeply as he could into the maddening suction of Geddy's talented singer's mouth, every muscle 
tensed until every last drop had been drained from him. 


They lay still for a moment, and then Geddy slowly and carefully turned around to again face the head of the 
bed. Every part of Alex's body quivered with fatigue, as if he had just run for miles, and he could tell by his 
lover's deliberate movements that he felt the same. He sighed with satisfaction as Geddy curled up next to 
him to lie across his still-heaving chest. Affectionately, he ran his fingers through Ged's hair and planted a 
gentle kiss on the top of his head. His mind began to wander, then he stopped and shook his head. 


"Is something wrong?" 


"No, just thinking. | started to think ‘oh, well, really we're doing the girls a favor, it's not like we're screwing 


groupies' and so on, but I'm not doing that any more, Dirk." 
"Not doing what?" 


"Not making excuses for how | feel about you. That's what got me into trouble before. | love you, and | want 


to be with you and that's that." 


"I love you too, Lerxst. Always have." 


They fell back into a satiated silence. Geddy was the next to speak. "Alex, how's this gonna work? | can't lose 


you again." 


"| dunno. | don't -- | mean --," he sighed, wanting to choose his words so carefully. "As much as | want to be 


with you, | don't know what to do. Do you -- Are you in love with Nancy?" 


Geddy's voice was pained. "| _do_ care about her.. | don't know, I'm so fucking confused. What about you? Do 


you love Charlene?" 


"Oh, god, depends on the day, | guess. A lot of the time, | hate her. But | love Adrian. If | left her, | would 
probably never see him again, and | don't think | could stand that. | love you more than almost anything, but | 


can't live without my son" 
"| could never ask you to walk out on him. Where does that leave us?" 


Alex pondered for a moment. It wasn't like he'd never daydreamed of this moment, working out all the 
scenarios that would allow him to be with Geddy forever. Now that it was really happening, though, and real 


people's lives were at stake, things were a little more complicated. 


It wasn't just the girls they had to worry about, either. They both were close to their families, and with the 
exception of Geddy's sister, none of them had a clue that they had ever been more than friends. Although 


they were loving families, they were also very traditional, and would not be likely to take it well. 


Then there was the matter of their budding careers. Sure, musicians were expected to be a little freakier than 
the average guy, but he didn't think their fan base would be ready for a band where two of the three (male) 
members were playing house. They might as well just put their amps in storage if they were going to do that. 


The only possible solution (that is, the only solution that wouldn't be like drinking a slow poison) came to him. 
He answered slowly. "Well, | think it leaves us right here in this hotel room, doesn't it?" 


"What do you mean?" 


"IFs like this.. We both have about a million reasons why we shouldn't be together, but they all have to do 


with other people; Nancy, Char, your mom, my parents, our vast army of rabid fans..." 
"Yeah?" 


"But that doesn't have anything to do with you and me, right here and now! What they don't know won't hurt 
theml | mean, sure, when we're back home we'll have to play it cagey, but out here on the road, who's gonna 
stop us? | don't think we wanna make a big public thing of it, but we know we're gonna room together on a 
regular basis, not to mention lm sure we can find ways to spend some private time together, | mean *ahem* 


if we're motivated." 


"And we —are_ motivated young gentlemen’ 
"That we are. |, for one, am motivated to get out there and figure out where to buy lube." 
Geddy snickered. "Okay, yeah, | guess that'll work" He sighed. "It's not perfect, though." 


"No, it isn't," Alex admitted, "but | have so much more right now than | did a few hours ago, and I'm not willing 


to give that up." They kissed tenderly and clasped hands. 
"But Ged?" 

"Yes, Alex?" 

"| don't think we should tell the new guy. | mean, who wants fo find another drummer?" 
"Agreed" 


Geddy made a contented sound and curled his leg over Alex's, pulling him close. Alex smiled in the darkness, 


feeling happiness wash over him like a cool rain in the desert. 


